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crowds were revealed by the fitful glare of torches, and dirges and
hymns were sung. The day spent at Cleveland was unexampled in
the depths of emotion it brought to light; some of the guard of
honour have said that it was at this point they began to appreciate
the place that Lincoln was to hold in history.
The ceremonies at the grave were simple and touching. Bishop
Simpson delivered a pathetic oration, but the weightiest and the
most eloquent words uttered anywhere that day were those of the
Second Inaugural, which the committee had wisely ordained to be
read over his grave, as the friends of Raphael chose the incomparable
canvas of the Transfiguration to be the chief ornament of his funeral,
John G. Nicolay
Punch Apologises to Abraham Lincoln
Punch made much fun of Abraham Lincoln during the Civil
War, and at his death offered this brave apology to his memory.
You lay a wreath on murdered Lincoln's bier,
You, who with mocking pencil wont to trace.
Broad for the self-complaisant British sneer,
His length of shambling limb, his furrowed face,
His gaunt, gnarled hands, his unkempt, bristling hairt
His garb uncouth, his bearing ill at ease,
His lack of all we prize as debonair,
Of power or will to shine, of art to please ;
You, whose smart pen backed up the pencil's laugh,
Judging each step as though the way were plain ;
Reckless, so it could point its paragraph,
Of chief's perplexity or people's pain.
Beside this corpse, that bears for winding-sheet
The Stars and Stripes he lived to rear anew.
Between the mourners at his head and feet,
Say, scurrile jester, is there room for you ?
Yes : he had lived to shame me from my sneer,
To lame my pencil and confute my pen ;
To make me own this hind of princes peer,
This rail-splitter a true-born king of men.
My shallow judgment I had learned to rue,
Noting how to occasion's height he rose ;
How his quaint wit made home-truth seem more true *"
How, iron-like, his temper grew by blows ;
How humble, yet how hopeful he could be ;
How in good fortune and in ill the same ;
Nor bitter in success, nor boastful he,
Thirsty for gold, nor feverish for fame.
Tom Taylor